A great myself over that side of the matter. Meanwhile, it occurs to American me to send you one as a souvenir and 1 am going to ask my wife which to send.
My wife says to tell you that she thinks of you every time she passes the portrait on the stairs and often wishes that we •may meet again.
Yours very sincerely,
JOHN JAY CHAPMAN.
Chapman did, in fact, come over with his wife to England a year or two later, and I was delighted to meet this great man again. When, lately, his letters were published by Mr A. de Wolfe Howe I was again impressed by the strength and beauty of Chapman's spirit. In England Chapman, I suppose, would have been called a Tory democrat. He had strong moral convictions which made him a refreshingly independent thinker; at times the Left might claim him, at other times the Right, Chapman had an equally independent literary judgment. A classical scholar, he was entirely free from pedantry. He preferred Lucian to Plato, took a very personal attitude towards Shakespeare, Dante and Sophocles; of the two latter he made translations. 'A translator lias privileges of his own', he wrote, 'and they are larger than those of the writer of a textbook, part of whose business is to expound the original and expose its grammar and syntax. He is teaching the language. But a translator is concerned only with the work that is under his eye and the meanings that seem to be implied in the context of any passage. He is not supposed to be learned. The impedimenta of Greek learning are so tremendous that only men of special linguistic endowment can support them, and this is only by devoting a life to the subject.5
His sympathies during the War were passionately pro-English. I had not seen Chapman since my visit to America twenty years before, when he impressed me as the greatest man I met there, I wrote to various friends in England about his work—his writings and plays—but no one appeared to 134

